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THE CAPTURE OF THE BASTILLE. 


BY ELIZA S. PRATT. 


CHAPTER I, 


where not a sound or syllable of the human 


by stroke given with the hand upon the wall, ; 
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him appear a man of forty. Yet still he was 
almost handsome; the melancholy glow of intel- 
lect which lit up his large, black eyes, the regu- 
lar curve of his mouth and chin, which would 


>have rounded into voluptuousness by a more 
Ir was a gloomy and tedions way to talk | 
through the ponderous walls of the Bastille, - 


genial mode of life, and the long, black hair 
falling smoothly though damp and _lustreless, 


‘from his high forehead, threw about him an air 
voice could penetrate to the thirsting ear—stroke ‘ 


§ 


counting out the letters as they stood numbered , 


in the alphabet, until word after word, and sen- 
the captive in the adjoining cell. Yet tiresome 


midable relic of past barbarity. By long custom, 
those immured there would become habituated to 


to the novitiate, so that those prison-bound tones 


of gloomy beauty in spite of his worn and soiled 
attire, pale looks and wasted frame. 
He was now leaning his head in a mournful 


attitude against the wall, his arms folded on his 
tence after sentence was rendered intelligible to | 


breast, and listening in profound silence to the 


‘ dull strokes of his companion as they came faintly 
as thix method of conveying ideas might be, it ; 
was followed up hours at a time, with a touching - 
eagerness by the unhappy prisoners of that for- } 


to his ear. As the sound ceased he ruised his 
head with a deep sigh, and began his answer. 
‘‘Oh! for a breath of free air! the strength of 


‘ Sampson to rend the prison-bars asunicr, or the 
_ dagger’s point to die like a man! Louis, I have 
it, and converse with a rapidity truly astonishing : 


‘ 


would at length awaken more interest than even ‘ 


thehuman voice among those who are not debarred 
social cornmunion with their fellow creatures. 
Toward the close of a warm day in July, in 
the year seventeen hundred and eiglity-nine, 
two prisoners were thus engaged in conversation 
from adjoining cells in the fortress of the Bastille. 


straw, gloomy, wretched and despairing. He had 
been thrown into the tower of the prison five years 
before, for a trivial state offence, as slight indeed 
as that which condemned the unfortunate M. de 
Tude to his miserable confinement of thirty-four 
years in that wretched abode, and with the story 
of his sufferings, and hundreds of others alike un- 
fortunate, forever haunting his mind, he had at 
length lost all hope of freedom, and given himself 
Up to complete despair. A few rays of light were 
now struggling through the high and grated win- 
dow, and fell on the haggard and pale counte- 
nance of the prisoner. He might have seen 
thirty years, but the sufferings and anxiety of 
long confinement had stamped upon his brow, 
und about his mouth peculiar lines and curves 


which in the broad day-light would have made 
Vou. VI.—4 
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lost all hope; I shall never again go forth to 


; the world eagle-hearted among the brave— shall 


never again behold Marguerite, who was the 
sunshine of my life and the aim of my hopes. I 
would go gladly forth to the guillotine for a single 
word from her, or even to know her fate. But I 
think she is dead, for I had a strange dream last 
night. I thought I saw her in an iron coffin, 


‘ wrapped in a motley-colored shroud, covered 
Camille de Whitte lay stretched on his pallet of : 
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with plumes, and swords and stars, and stripes, 
and on her bosom lay a golden-hilted dagger, 
with an inscription upon the steel. I bent down 
in my dream to read it, and as I read ‘Honor 
to the brave and freedom to the good,’ the right 
land of the corpse slowly raised, grasped the 
dagger, the left was reached forth to a corner 
by the coffin’s side, and as it touched the silver 
mountings it exploded with a terrible noise, the 
coffin was rent to atoms, and while the corpse 
started up, and the shroud fell back, I awoke 
with a shriek on my lips, and the awful noise 
sull ringing in my ears!” 

‘‘Camille,” returned his lighter hearted com- 
panion, ‘‘’tis a good omen; we must draw light 
from the dark, and hope from terror. J too have 


had a dream, and it has filled me with hope and 


‘ 
‘ 


happiness, even in this terrible place. I dreained 
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I was gazing upon the sun, and as I looked it gra- 
dua!ly changed its form, the beams became less 
dazzling, and circled round a point, in the centre 
of which I saw a human countenance shadowed 
forth, growing noble and more distinct, until a 
figure like that of an angel appeared above me, 


number of human beings in black, armed with 
guns and pikes, and battle-axes. Suddenly the 


from the sky, swept downward to the earth, and 
in an instant our prison was shivered to pieces, 
and we stood up from the ruins, unharmed and 
free!” 

De Whitte listened with intense anxiety to the 
dream of his friend, and when it was finished a 
wild shiver crept throngh his frame, his heart 


throbbed and trembled in his bosom like the 
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heavy tread of the jailor, and the jingling of keys 
in the passage way. It was unusual for him to 
visit them at this hour, and a strange foreboding 
took possession of the heart of Camille. It might 
have been hope, or fear, or a mingling of both, 


. for as the sound came nenrer, and at length 
clad in a robe of white, and surrounded bya vast ° 


—~—** 


ceased before the door of his cell, he trembicd 
so violently that he was obliged to grasp the iron 


: bars for support. 
angel waved her wings, the whole host darted } 


mw 


°# 


The keys turned, and as the heavy door grated 
on its hinges, the coarse featured jailor entered, 
followed by a female figure closely veiled and 
wrapped in a black mantle and heod. Poor 


- Camille! for an instant his heart stood still like 
-a pendulum balanced between life and death: 


agitated waves of the storm-kissed sen, and cold ; 


drops of sweat stood on his forehead. It was 
the sudden birth of hope in the midst of despair; 
the life-current rushing into the stagnant pool. 
He trembled nervously as he started up from his 
pallet of straw, exclaiming in a transport, 

“T may yet behold thee, Margucrite—may yet 
see the blue skies of heaven, the flowers, the 
sunshine, and the mighty sea! I may again go 
forth to life, to hope, and freedom!” 

Camille de Whitte had been of lion heart, and 
of lion frame. No braver man ever fronted dan- 
ger, whether on the battle-field, in the midst of 
blood or carnage, or among the mighty elements 
of the sea, with the foe breasting them on the 
swelling tide; death, in any form, he could have 
met then, but now suffering had rendered him 


weak, and as another painful revulsion of feeling ° 


came upon him, he buried his face in his hands 
and wept bitterly. He stood beneath the grated 
window, and as lic pressed his forehead against the 
cold bars, a slizht rattling in the wall announced 


the approach of a visitor—such a one as we in . 
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but beneath the mantle beat one tumultuously 
and painfully. A small white hand was _ pro- 
truded, trembling like an aspen leaf, and as the 
veil was convulsively withdrawn, the beautiful 
features of Marguerite Durand were revealed in 
the faint light of the prison cell. She was fear- 
fully agitated, and the color came and went over 
her face like summer lightning, as she slowly 
penctrated the twilight hue of that sad abode, 
but at length as her eye rested on the pale features 
of her lover, a flood of crimson retinted her 
whole countenance, like the rich glow of the 
sunset clouds. ; 

A cry of wild, eager, tumultuous joy burst 
from the lips of Camille—such a cry as prison 
walls alone have heard and recorded. Was not 
the rapture of that single moment cnongh. to 
repay the long years of solitary confinement he 
had endured? De Whitte almost felt so, as that 
single look brought him back to life and reality, 
to the truth of love and devotion, and as he 


‘ clasped Margucrite to his heart his paleness and 
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freedom would look upon with contempt, but it . 


was the solitary companion of the prisoner—a 
tamed mouse! It would have been touching 
could a spectator have seen the little animal as 
it stood for an instant in the soft light, peering 
around with its bright eyes, then leaping upon 
the head of the prisoner, it nestled playfully in 
his long hair, and gamboled over him like a 
voung kitten! Camille had lured it from its hole 
with crumbs of bread, taught it by little and little 
to come to him, cat from his hand, and at last to 
frisk about him with evident delight and affec- 
tion. He had even taught it to play with tiny 
balls of cob-web, gathered from the walls, and 
thus the little mouse was at once a study and 
amusement for the prisoner. While now engaged 
with its innocent gambols, he was started by the 


oer _ 


: tears all vanished, and again he was the brave 


and strong man of other days. 

And how had she gained entrance to this ter- 
rible fortress? Poor child! day after day, and 
month after month had she importuned the jailor 
for this, with tears, and prayers, and bribes; and 
she had at last succeeded at a time when she 
dared to breathe the language of hope to the 
heart of the captive, to tell of the deep thunder 
of the dawning revolution, lightning playing in 
the noon-day skies—signs in heaven and earth 
proclaiming death to tyranny ard freedom to the 
slave—and she sat down there on his low fallet 
of straw, with her hands clasped in his, and with 
tears in her cyes tok him of the past five years. 
A long night to him! How eagerly he gazed on 
those crimson lips as they rapidly and nervously 
revealed the tidings of the past, and unsealed the 
book of mysteries to him. She told him of his 
friends in the accents of sorrow, or the tone of 
delight. Some were dead and seme were living. 
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Some had fallen victims of power by the bloody 
guillotine, or the axe of the executioner; others 
were raised to rank and station. A sister slept 


peacefully beneath the sod—a brother had died 


in battle, and a father went down to the grave 
with blessings for his son. 
taken place, and when she ended the hearty 
recital a heavy groan, almost a sigh, burst from 
the lips of the prisoner. 

‘To-day, Marguerite, I prayed for death to 
end my own sufferings, but now I pray for life 
and freedom to revenge others wrongs. Oh! the 
tyranny of state! Marguerite, it may yet be ac- 


coinplished,” and he spoke rapidly and energeti- } 
' about to risk her life in a rash adventure, When 


cally as he went on—‘‘the fire once lighted, 
who can extinguish it, and where will it end? 
I have had strange thoughts and dreams latel y— 
the country wrapped in flames, the sea an ocean 


blackness and flame! 
shroud, and have dreamed myself beheaded. I 


have longed for death, even self-destruction, and ; 


cared not how it came, so that I could die. But 


now I begin to hope—hope even from the tomb; < 


yet when will Louis soften, when bow his stiff 
neck to the laws of justice and humanity, and 
these prison bolts and bars be shivered to atoms!”’ 

A smile played on the lips of the devoted girl, 
and as she rose and stood before him, a spirit of 
prophecy seemed struggling from her beautiful 
blue eyes. But she durst not speak above a 
whisper of that, even there, guarded as they were 
by ponderous walls and heavy bolts, and again 
seating herself by his side, she breathed into his 
ear the tale of the ripened plot—ripened in the 
dead of night, beneath the silent watchers of 
heaven, but among hearts of flame with the 
whispering breath, but the burning tongue. 
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But changes had ; 
? clasped in hers to conceal them. 


‘ have her touch the brink of danger. 
, more he referred to a failure during the brief 
of blood, and the sky a vast, wavering sheet of ; 
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siege of three and twenty years, and what can 
an army of desperadoes do, headed by a woman, 
- almost a child?” 

De Whitte bad forgotten the lapse of years. 

“Do!” she repeated, and her cyes filled with 
tears, but she leaned over the hand that was 
‘‘Have I not 
gained admittance here where strong men have 
in vain striven to come? I put my trust in 
heaven, Camille!” 

The prisoner drew the devoted girl to his 
heart, and breathed not another dissenting word 
How could he— 
and yet he trembled for her safety. She was 


he had rather perish a thousand times than to 
Only once 


communion that followed, and then a finsh of 
mingled indignation and sorrow burned on the 
cheek of Marguerite. 

poinard from her bosom. 

‘‘Take it, Camille,’’? said she, ‘you have 
prayed for death, and if heaven smiles not on 
my prayers be yours granted. I have no fears, 
but by giving you this prove my confidence in 
the result. Only wait until to-morrow night, 
and if not free do as you will.’ 

The poinard was scarcely concealed when the 
return of the jailor announced that the visit must 
be finished, and after a brief adieu Marguerite 
was led forth, and the bolt once more forced 
back to its old resting place. A flask of wine 
and the memory of an hour cheered de Whitte 
through the long watches of that night, nor did 
he forget to communicate the glad news to his 
friend in the adjoining cell, although he made a 
thousand blunders, and wrong strokes in spelling 


She drew a glittering 


How enthusiastically she went on, and yet how} out the words. 


softly were the words breathed! 

‘‘], who have had warning from heaven, and 
I know that to-morrow you will be free. Will 
not they be brave with a woman in their midst 
who never fears? And there are brothers and 





CHAPTER II. 


THE morning of the fourteenth of J uly, memo- 
rable in French history for the occurrence of a 
singular event, dawned over Paris with unusual 
brilliancy and beauty. The disgust of oppres- 


fathers, and sons among the rude ranks, with } sion and tyranny that had been so long agitating 


the blood of kindred calling to them from the 
ground for revenge. Tavamier, Pujude, La- 
roche, and many others are imprisoned here, 
and hundreds are ready to sacrifice themselves 


.the under-current of the populace, began now 


§ to be manifesed in the countenances of almost 


every soldier and citizen of the place. Every 
night bore witness to secret assemblies and 


fur their freedom which King Louis will never ‘ secret plots, formed of souls already burning 
grant. We must prevail! ‘There is nothing yet § for action, and awaiting the least signal for an 
suspected by the Parisians, but the moment the $ onset to the terrible revolution that followed. 
word is given thousands are ready to take fire } An uneasy and nervous agitation was now visible 
and rush to the assault!” in the movements of the soldiers stationed at their 

‘Oh! no, Marguerite,” said Camille mourn- { posts—impatient and hurried glances about the 
fully, ‘Sit cannot be. Do not risk yourself in so streets, muttered oaths and curses as if restraining 
desperate an undertaking, and so dangerous if it their fury, and impaticutly awaiting the moment 
fail. Remeinber the great Conde faiied after a : fur activa. 
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At length, as the light mist rolled away, but 
while it was yet early in the morning the atten- 
tion of every gazer was drawn to the appearance 
of a noble black horse, gaily caparisoned, and of 
wonderful beauty, rapidly dashing throngh the 
principal streets of the city. But every eye was 
fixed on the rider; a youth of slender proportions 


and inimitable grace, clad in the costume of a : 


soldier, but with a cheek that might have shamed 
the finest girl, and the small jewelled hand that 
drew so gracefully the bridle-rein, altogether too 
delicate for a man. In his left hand he bore a 
white flag mounted on a silver staff, and embroi- 


dered with golden eages, in the midst of which | 


was worked in shining letters, ‘‘honor to the 
brave and freedom to the good.” 


He came forward witha display of horsemanship | 
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truly wonderful, occasionally wheeling around, the | 
heroic girl reined in her high mettled steed, with 


beautiful animal curvetting and prancing, full of 
life, with dilated nostrils and flashing cyes, and 
yet the rider seated as gracefully and firmly as 
if he were a part of the animal itself, without 
changing n muscle of the countenance, or show- 
ing a gesture of fear amidst the creature’s wildest 
pranks. 

‘‘ By Saint Dennis it is the same!’’ exclaimed 
one among a knot of young men gathered at the 
head of one of the principal streets through which 
the horseman had ridden several times. ‘‘I could 
not mistake that form and face in the midst of 
thousands; and the jewelled hand—how small 
and white! ’twould shame the fairest in lady’s 
boudoir. I would wager a thousand crowns ’tis 
a woman in disguise!” 

‘‘A woman!’ echoed the whole group, and 
instantly every hat was doffed in homage to the 
beautiful rider, and every hand instinctively sought 
the hilt of his sword. 

** As I live, comrades,”’ cried the first speaker, 
pressing forward from the group with uncovered 
head—‘‘as I live, yon fair rider is Marguerite 
Durand! The same form I observed among the 
spectators at the States Assembly.”” Then speak- 
ing in a lower tone to one beside him, he con- 
tinued, ‘I stood near her as she leaned against 
a column, gazing upon the brilliancy of the hall, 
filled with the gorgeous apparel of the nobility 
—brilliant with gold and diamonds, stars and 
crosses and croisiers, embroidered scarfs and 
mantles, and plumes waving in the air. I saw 
her clasp these same small, white hands which I 
wondered at then, and whisper with lips pale as 
death—‘it must be done, it mnst be accom- 
plished, then honor to the brave, and freedom to 
the good’—and she muttered something about 
the Bastille. Do you see, these very words are 
embroidered on the banner she carries!” 

‘*How strange!’ said his companion; but a 
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moment after he added, ‘de Whitte, her lover, 
is confined there in the Bastille.”’ 

The young man grasped the arm of the other 
tightly as he spoke, their eyes met, and the blood 


-crimsoned their foreheads, for the truth had in- 


stantly flashed upon them, and the whole com- 
pany gathered there were ready to risk their lives 
in the service of the beautiful heroine. 

She had rode back and forth several times 
through the strect, managing the wild looking 
steed with such ease and gracefulness that ex- 
clamations of wonder and admiration came from 
the lips of every by-stander, when suddenly 
whecling the animal about, and after curvetting 
for an instant in the centre of the road, she drew 
up in the midst of the young men we have men- 
tioned. 

There was a moment of intense silence as the 


a brow as calm, and an cye as clear as the blue 
skies above; every knee was bent, and then a 
voice clear and musical as a flute rose on the air. 

“ Tet us carry the Bastelle!” 

A sudden zephyr waved the snow-white banner, 
the horse gave a quick, shrill neigh and started 
forward in the direction of the fortress. 

‘¢To the Bastille! to the Bastille!’ was echoed 
from the lips of every spectator, from rank to 
rank, from street to street, and from the Palais- 
royal to the suburbs of St. Antoine. There was 
a rush among the crowds, the French guards 
filed in ranks, and with their shining fire-locks 
and cannon, marched immediately after the he- 
roine, for the name of the Bastsl/e was terrible 
to the heart of every Parisian. The motley array 
of the secret plotters, armed with pikes, forg.d 
during the night, with muskets, gilded lances 
and battle-axes, rushed on with desperation to 
the attack, while hundreds taken by the sudden- 
ness and novelty of the proposal started with 
what arms they could procure and joined eagerly 
with the swelling army. 

Never was a body of men more desperate than 
they, or more ready to risk life and soul for the 
accomplishment of their object, otherwise it had 
been left undone. And yet it was accomplished 
as all readers of history know; and in less than 
four hours, inspired by the presence of their 
beautiful leader, and the motto of the snow: 
white banner, the besiegers enter the castle, 
the ponderous doors are thrown back, and the 
prisoners set free. 

When Marguerite saw that the great work 
was accomplished for which she had so ardently 
prayed and toiled, and wept through long sor- 
rowful years, with the holy confidence of love 
and faith in heaven, and Camille—when she saw 
that the gates were flung open, all the cournge and 
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self-control she had assumed during the action 
guve way, and she was borne trembling and 
weeping from her horse. Camille de Whitte 
came forth from his dark and gloomy cell, but 
ere he passed forever the door-sil], he snapped 
in remorse the suicidal dagger in twain. The 
prophecy of Marguerite was fulfilled, and as he 
came out and felt the warm sun-beams on his 
fevered brow for the first time in five years, and 
cast a look at the bine skies, he threw himself in 
rapturous homage at the feet of his deliverer. 

As the kiss of freedom and the seal of love was 
pressed to the lips-of Marguerite, some one in the 
crowd exclaimed, ‘‘let us have a wedding!” and 
‘‘a wedding to crown the destruction of the Bas- 
tille?’? was responded to by every one. 

It was in the hearts of neither to refuse so rea- 
sonable a request after so great a conquest, and 
shortly after each being mounted, Marguerite and 
her lover rode forward, surrounded by a guard, 
and a large part of the motley army. They pro- 
ceeded to # temple, and in the midst of an exult- 
ing army, yet silent and almost heartless in their 
Joy, the solemn vows were uttered. 

It was a singular and yet a beautiful sight; the 
victim snatched from the jaws of the tomb to 
become within the hour the bridegroom of his 
deliverer. And yet their characters seemed now 
changed, Marguerite was no longer the heroine, 
nor Camille the feeble and despaiting captive. 
As they rose from the altar her cheek was be- 
dewed with tears, but the light of joy and free- 
dom burning in the heart of de Whitte illumi- 
nated his whole countenance, and he stood strong 
and joyful in accomplished hope. 

As the ceremony concluded, some one among 
the multitude arose, and while the silence was 
yet unbroken, exclaimed in sonorous accents, 

‘* Honor to the brave and frecdom to the good!” 
Oh! what a peal of exultation fullowed! Blessings 
un the bride and bridegroom were repeated from 
every lip, and in the strains of martial music that 
followed, the congratulations of thousands, and 
the wild murmur of applause echoing from the 
vaulted ceiling, Marguerite and de Whitte went 
forth united heart and hand from the bridal 
chureh. 
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